But much is forgiven
To Gods who have given,

If but for an hour, the Rapture of Youth.
You do not yet know it,
But Kaxna shall show it,

Changing your dreams to his Exquisite Truth*

The Fireflies shall light you,
And naught shall affright you,

Nothing shall trouble the Flight of the Hours.
Come, for I wait for you,
Night is too late for you,

Come, while the twilight is closing die flowers.

Every breeze still is,
And, scented with lilies,

Cooled by the twilight, refreshed by the dew,
The garden lies breathless,
Where Kaxna, the Deathless,

In the hushed starlight, is waiting for you.